A Midfommer nights Dreame. 

Bat what of that ? Demetrius thinkes not fo : 

He will not know, what all,but he do know. 

And as he erres, doting on Hermias eyes ; 

So I, admiring of his qualities : 

Things bafe and vile,holding no quantity, 

Loue can tranfpofc to forme and dignity, 

Loue lookes not with the eyes, but with the minde. 

And therefore is wingd Cupid painted 'olinde. 

Nor hath loues minde of any judgement taftc : 

Wings,and no cyes,figurc,vnheedy hafte. 

And therefore is loue laid to be a childe, 

Becaufc in choife he is oft beguildc. 

As waggilh boyes in gamctherofdues forfweare; 

So the boy Loue is pcriur’d euery where. 

For ere TFetremius lookt on Hermias eyne. 

He haild downe oathcs that he was oncly mine. 

And when his haile, fomeheatefrom Bermia felt. 

So he diflolu’d,and fhowres of oathes did melt, 

I will go tell him of fairc Hermias flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to morrow night 
Purfuc her ; and for this intelligence. 

If I haue thanks, it is a dearc expence : 

But heerein meane I to enrich my paine, 

To haue his fight thither, and backe againe, Exit. 

Enter Quince the Carpenter, Snug the / oyner , Bottome the 
rVeauer, Flute the Bellows- mender , Snout the Tinker ,& Start- 
ling the Til] lor. 

Ouin . Is all our company heere ? 

Bot.Y oil were beft to call them generally, man by man, 
according the fcrippe. , 

^«/»,Here is the fcrowle of euery mans name, which is 
thoght fit through all Athensjto play in our Enterlude, be- 
fore the Duke & the Dutches, on his wedding day at night, 
Ifor.Firft good Peter Quince y fay what the play treats on: 

then read the names of the A ft or s : and fo grow to a point. 
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A Midlommer nights Dreame. 

Quin. Marry our play is the rnoft lamentable Comedy, 
andmoft cruell death of Vyramttt and Thtsbie. 

Bot. A very goodpeeceofvvorke,Iaflureyou,& amcr- 

ry.Now good Peter Quince, call foorth your Actors by the 
Icrowle.Mafters fpread your felues. 

(?«i«,Anfwcr as I call you.Nicl^Bottome the Weaucr. 
iJof. Ready ; name what part I am for, and proceed. 
Quin. You NickBotteme are fet downe for Pyramus. 
Sef.What is Pyramus , a loner, or a tyrant ? 

Ouin.A louer thatkilshimfelfemcft gallant, for loue. 
Bot. That will askc fome teares in the trueperfourming 
of it, if I doe it, let the audience looke to their eyes : I will 
moue ftormes ; I will condole in lome meafure. To the reft 
yet, my chiefe humour is for a tyrant. I could play .Ercles 

rarely,qra part to teare a Cat in,to make all fplit the raging 
Rocks' ; and ftiiuering fliocks fhall breakc the locks of pri- 
fon gatcs,and Phibbus carre fhall fhine from farre, & make 
and marre the foolilh Fates.This was lofty. Now name 

the reft ofthe players.This is Ercles vaine, a tyrants vaine : 
a louer is more condoling. 

Quin. Franc is Flute the Bellowes-mender. 

F/».Heerc Peter Quince. 

Quin. You muft take Thisby on you. 

F/».Whac is Thisby ? a wandring Knight ? 

Quin. It is the Lady that Pyramus muft loue. (ming 

f/.Nay faith,let not me play a woman,! haue a beard co- 
J^ww.That’s al one,you fhal play it in a Maske, and you 
may fpeakc as fmall as you will, 

Bot. And I may hide my face, let me play Thisby to : lie 
fpeake in amonftrous little voyce; Thifne , Thifne.&h Pyra- 
mus my louer deare,thy Thisby deare,and Lady deare, 
Qutn. No no, you muft play Pyramus, Sc Flute, y ou Thisby. 
Bot. Well, proceed. Qu.Robin Starveling the Tailor. 
StarMeete Peter Quince. 

Qu.Rebin Startling, you muft play Thtsbies mother .• 

B 2 Tom. 


